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To the casual tourist, at any rate, it seems that the
chief preoccupation of the literate classes of Bombay
is to avoid reproducing their kind.
I sit in the lounge of the Taj Hotel, and look
across at the bookstall (there are many bookstalls,
too, and they are all the same), and even from this
distance I can see row upon row of Stopes and
Fielding, the big green book and the little brown-
paper-covered monograph; and I think of the big
green praying mantis sitting up on her hind legs and
eating husband after husband as soon as he has
satisfied her biological needs.
I don't know why I think of these things, except
that this is Bombay at last, and that I want to think
of other things, and write down my last impressions
of C------, and of the plains and the trains and
garlands and of my first sniff of the "lapsing,
unsellable, whispering sea"; and I find myself
surrounded by contraception.
There must be a reason for it ... I have lived
in Shanghai, in Singapore, in Kobe, and I have
never before noticed this preoccupation with the
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